THE STREAM'S SONG

Then wind-flowers in a scarlet loose brigade,
Fritillary with dusky orchis grouping.
They are the Cossacks, dim in ambuscade.
Scarfed in their purple like a foreign stranger.
Piratical, and apt for stealthy raid,
WhereverJs mystery or doubtful danger.
Iris salutes her with his broad green blade,
And marches by with proud imperial pennant.
And tulips in a flying cavalcade
Follow valerian for their lieutenant.                10

The Lords-and-Ladies dressed for masquerade
In green silk domino discreetly hooded,
Hurry towards the nut-trees' colonnade,
Philandering where privacy's well wooded ;
They're the civilians of this bold crusade,
The courtiers of this camp by blossom tented,
With woodbine clambering the balustrade,
And all by briar roses battlemented.
There, in the sunlit grasses green as jade,
She walks ; she sees her squadrons at attention,
And, laughing at her flowery escapade,           21

Stretches her hands towards her dear invention.
VICTORIA SACKVILLE-WEST

THE STREAM'S SONG

MAKE way, make way,
You thwarting stones ;
Room for my play,
Serious ones.

Do you not fear,

O rocks and boulders,

To feel my laughter

On your grave shoulders ?                   30
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